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LINTS TO A FRIEND.
BY MARY ¥. SOMUYLER,

know that we shall neet some dsy, somow here |
It may be when we both are growing old
And youth hins lost its charm —we ahall not care,
Our I:.lﬂi'- need not have in that thme grown
wold ;
f‘l. in some other clime—aome other lund,
kuow that T shall claap your wanu, true hand.

@ may Lo in the spring time, when the carth
Givos kindly welcome to the sun's bright
Ry,
In springing grass and modost violets,
Vith robins trilling forth their purs, sweot

Ay ;
¥ would not hope to meet you in the strife
Of worldly cares whick mar the joys of life.

Or wo may meet in sumnmer, whon the fields
Are rich with golden grain-—when blouming
tlowers
And ripening fruits ahed fragrance on the air,
XEoliau breezes spoed the swift-wingoed
Lionies ;
Our titne of weeting way be far away,
But still [ know that we shall mest some day.

dt may Lo In the antumn, when the troes
Have changed their siry hues to gold and
brown ;
When anrth, robbed of its verdure, seats to plend |
Fdr avery faded lenf nlow, ﬂ'ﬂl'-l‘r”‘: dow n,;
Put thouegh the autumn winds wmay sadly sigh,
Wo may not weet in sorrow, you sl I

Or wo may meet in winter, when the enrth
In robed in flecey folds of purest white
With orvstal stoins on housetop, tree, and tower
Lefleoting bowntoous rays of changing lght ;
Weo may hnve reached the winter of our ege,
With tour-drops otting Hife's closewritton page.

Or wo may meet in that bright world shove,
B ryvoud doath's vallev, in that Aldenn where
!.a“.' Ve are ail I'l‘:{ﬂ‘?!l'-" Lo d ones rostored,
No  restless  voarmings—uo  unkoswercd |
Ty 01 |
Ab, yvoa, dear friend, T know
And wo tuay oot on enrti sore dony

A PLucky GIRL,

BY CAPTAIN JAMES MONTFORD.

wo shall meet there,
samtetithory.

“Relate your experience as a prisoner,
Colonel,™ said the worthy's wife, ns he de-
clarod his inability to furnish o story for
that evening.

“You have already benrd that, which is
po adventure of mine, by the way, or at
least 1 ] l.:)‘uul a very utimportant part.”

“It's 8o ]n::’.{ since 1 heard it that the eir-
cumstance bas escaped my memory,” re- |
turned the lady. |

The Colonel n (r s o] and s E

“I¢ 18 a pretty story enonghi: bat the hero-
dne Jdul not consider e i the least, I can |
gpromise you. Did you pever think how
geldom an adventure crosses the path of a r
martisd man? They are either shot dead, |
and there 1s nothing to tell, or .

“Perhaps the actors keep the story to
themselves,”™ I suguested, “lor fear of more
adventures at home,

“Well, I'wns o party in the affair, if not a
iprincipal, and the matter is as follows

“There was n voung mon, whom I will
oall Frank Tooke, my regiment. He
was thi nej hew of o farmer dwelling in |
Missonri near the place where I was lo- |
eated ut that time. |

“Frank bad entered the servies without
his uncle's consent, nud, indecd, aygainst his |
inclination; for the old gentleman had |
*leavings’ in the contrary direction

“His distnste was no! 80 strong, however,
sbut that he invited the storv-teller to ne-
Sompnny Frank to the furm-house to tea,

“I refused twice or thrice:; but as the
farmer continned his solicitutions, | at last
appointed a day, and nceompanied by
Frank. rode over to the farmer €« house |

“We were well received, nnd evervthing |
done to make the visit pleasant; bt it |
contiains nothivg remarkable I shinll poss it.

“But oue object of my observation was
the young woman who (displayed so muoch
anergy & fow hours later.

“She was the daughter of a neighbor, and
w6 | soon supected from several glances
I witnessed between Frank and herself, shi
had been invited by Mr. Tooke's dangliters
o meet their consin,

“Bhe was a pretty girl, with dark hair and
oyes., bright and good-natured. As [ sat
alone with Frank for o few minutes just
before snndows:, be told ma all about her,
and something that secmed to interest him
above the rest—she was his promised wife.

“8o far the visit was fair as conld be de-
aaribad; but misfortune was gathering, and
soon after night set in it descended,

“It was o warm eveuing,and the windows
of the sitting-room, opening out upon a
long veranda, hnd been raised to admit the
air.

“We were seatad quietly, listening, I be-
dleve, to the mistress of Frank's aftections
‘wiile she played a rollicking war tune upon |
«the antiquated orzau, when I happened to
ture toward the windows, and saw o sight
that brought me upon my feet immed-
iately,

“A large, bearded man stood upon the
voeranda looking into the room. He held a
long rifle in his bands, and as I rose pre- |
gented it at my head. |

* = No resistunce,” he said, harshly, and |
stepping in through the window, was fol-
lowed by half a dozen men. |

“All excitement and alarm. The
‘women seremmed, and old  Mr. Tooke
swors; but it was all of no use, |

“1 had been wamed before coming to the
farm house that a detachment of Hilde.
brand’s bushwhnekers were lurking in the
neighborhood, and T at onee concluded that |
X had fallen into their power.

“They had surrounded the house, and es-
«gap® was imposible. Fraink acd myvself
were soon bound to our chairs at the mercy

~of the rasenls,

“They did not attempt to plander the
thouse. Perhaps they h...’i gome respect for
Mr. Tooke's prineiples, but nothing he
could LY }l]‘l'\'al?--nl t]ll-l!l thl' fn-”u‘.\.-i Lo re-
lease their prisoners,

“I heard that after the first burst of ex-
eitement was over Miss DBmdy, Frank's be-
trothed, seemod to become strungely com- ‘
posed.

“Bhe whispered a few words in the earof |
Mr. Tooke, and then left the room.

“Tre old man came up to the leader of
the gang sud invited him to partake of o
cold collation and some liguor he had that |
dn'. woenred,

"Tlln-.' offer was .1!?1‘«"‘!!“1'. at omee, and the
outlaws were very merry for hall an hour
so long ns the liquor lasted-—but they were
carceful to have a guard upon us, and no
opportunity presentad itself for our escape.

“At last they prepared to leave the house,
«and w- were lad into the vard and moanted
aapon a prir of poor horses behind two pow-
erful roffinns,

“The band rode off at a good paoe, which
was kept np until we arrived at a thick
wood upon the bank of a river, five milks
from Mr. Tooke's residence.

“This seemed to be the rendezvons of the
gang, for fires were smolderiog and a few
camp utensils were scatiered about upon
Ahe ground,

“PDismounting, the horses wera picketed, |
vondl the maranders prepared to turn in for
cthe HlI.;ht.

“Blankets were furnigshed us, hut we were

# ‘not in a condition to court sleep with any

AUCCAIR,

“Morcy was an article to be sxpocted
from the gang ouly so long us it snited their
inclinations; they were liable to drag us to
execution at the least alarm.

“Cuards were sot aronud the eamp, and
«poon all was quiet.

“An hour or more drageed away, You
smay imagine how pleasant 1 felt with the |
Enq;u-rl of moeeting a misemble death in |

@ morning.

“Disgrace was certain at least, for T would
be carried away into the monntains, far off
from my commanidl. The prospect of re-

in

s

wns

| ered the bands.

| Ntates

| and machmen's headijuarters, |
the other denizens of the now thriving city, |

| nre, as a mle, quiet, orderly, well-behaved |

| evering.

i }uu!_\

| monntuing

| shirowd.

ilhe power of exageeration,
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kets, side by side. By
the smoldering light of the fire I saw a
nand appear from behind the tree.

“It rested upon Frank's shoulder, while a
volee said:

“ *Ba quiet—help is near.'

“The youny f«l‘uw started violently, his
lips parted, and I feared he would alarm
the foes.

“But Be choked back his astonishment,
and soon recognized the speaker ns Miss
Brady,

“*Are your hands frec? she asked in a
whisper.

“*No,' returned Frank in the same tone.

“She moved cautiously forward and sev-
1 was soon afterward re-

lensed.

“‘Whore is the sentinel? I asked, still
Iving in the same position, ‘und tell us how
vou came here, that we may kunow how to
proceod.,’

C %¢The fellow is upon the other side of
the camp, upon the ground; I believe he is
nsla: ;n.'

“*But whe is with you? asked Frank;
yon dal not eomo nlone.'

“*A negro servant is all. T have horses,
thongh; yon must slip nway.’

“We rose np earefully from the ground,
and slipped away after Miss Brady, who led
the way toward the horses.

“As we reached the placegwhers they
stood, the young woman gave an vxclamn-
tion of startled surprise, and turned back
quickly,

* ‘There's the sentinel,” she whispered

“Looking forward, I saw the shadow of o
tall man but a few feet distaut.

He was coming directly toward us, and,
as his eyes were fastened npon me, I knew
my presenoe had been discoverad.

“Determined to resist recaptare, I moved
forwurd.

“He mistook me for one of his comrades
probably, for he cnme directly up to me
withont u word.

“T knew that I wonld be recognized im-
medintely, and resolved to tnke advautage
of the man's ignornnce of my intent,

“As he éame within reach 1 leaped upon
b o has throat

“He gave o vell of sarprise and feur; but
Frank ecame to my assistance and the raf-
tinn waus soon silout.

“But his yell had aronsed the camp, and
we heand the outlnws mn to their weapons
and auswer the sentinel with wild cries.

‘Come on,” eried Miss Brady, mnzing
forward towand the point where the horses

il =elz

| were concenled

1o who held
an nstant later were in

“We soon came upon a o
three horses, and
the saddle.

“As we galloped ont of the woods the
bushwhackers were ot onr heels,

“The horses we roide were poor, and, ns
londed. s 1y I wonld have
had it not been for the
of n posse of soldiers

one wns donuble
been 1mpossibl
fortunnte armval
from the eamp

“The manrnders nt onece ran off at the
appearingee of re-enforeements, and we saw
them 1o more.

*Half an hour Iater renched My,
Tooke's farmhouse, when Miss Brady gave
the following acconnt of her plan

“When she saw her lover captured by the
guerrillug, she had hurried to the negro
quarters, and dispatched a boy to the camp
for aid,

“This WASs i oo Ove, ns the
plunderers would not have been easily
discoverad: but the girl was placky, and us

W

| she saw the wmen preparing to quit the place

with their priconers, gshe, with the aid of a
negro, vquipped the steeds, nod followed
upon the teail,

“The remainder had been aceomplished
with euse: for the gang expeoted nothing of
the sort, nund were off their guard.

“But it is not every yonng womnn nows
adays that wonld display so much resolu-
tion and courage.”—Chicago Ledger.

The City of Los Angeles,

The citv of Los Angeles, the commercial
center and Inrgest municipality of South.
ern California, 15 o enrdosity; or, riather, it
is made ip of numerons curiosities, such as
are not fonnd in any portion of the United
but the Pacific coast. The city
contninsg o !H""i].:!ll“ll of fully 35,000
and  the number 18 steadily
increasing.  This number includes about
5,000 Chinamen, nearly all of whom
live in that portion of the city known as
Chinatown. Their habitations (I can bard-
Iy eull them houses) are in 0 cluster, near
the ceuter of the corporste limits, but
north of the business center. Their
nbodes, -.Lu[u._ stores, costnmes, habits,
ete., nre a8 nnhke those of the American
I .-'ls‘- ng can well be imacined; and the
visitor who gets iuside of these qguarters
ot m coutnet with the eurious
things to be seen and heard, finds @t dithi-
enlt to realize that he 18 not in Ching
imstead of the United States. My own
observations in Chinatown will form a por-
tion of n futnre sketch.

The }-upnl;\l:-.m of the ety also inclles
a liberal sprinkling of Mexicans, most of

' eranns,

comes

whom lived here long before the town grew |

to be anvthing more thun au old-fasbioned,
unconth, and almost anknown trading post

These, like

people.  In fact, 1 have never been in any
city of equal size where there was  loss
dmnkenness, rowdyism, or pence-distarb-
ing elewent of any kind than Los Angeloes.

The location of the city is as benntiful
and picturesgque as one conld wish to see.

geles Valley, with the Pacific Ocenn on the

| west and south, distant sixteen to twonty

miles, From the grand old ocean come
cool, gentle, and refreshing breezes ull
through the summer months, when
flj!'_’a are most  needed, These breezes
come a8 regularly the days, usn-
ally rising about  ten or  eleven
o'clock in the morning and continning till

Thus is the intense hent of the
mid-day rwade tolerable, and the

s

stin At

{ nights are so cool that sle ping under at

one blanket is o lusury which every-
cun enjoy. T never slept 80 sonndly
and restfully auywhere in all my
peregrinntions, ax I do near the Pacitie
aonst with the glorious sea-breczes funuing
me all night long.
Un the west and

loast

elap,

north are the Sierma
Madre and the San Bernardino Mountains
and thar foothills. These clevations pre-
sent an almost nunlimited viriety of shapes
and® colors, I'he nearest foolhills wre
within a mile of the city limits, and somo
of the higher peaks sre not more than
three or four miles further awav. In the

| after part of the day, when the san is dip-

oceay, the hills and
appear to  be  much nearer
than they really are, and loeom up like n
grand wall of granite, as if built on pur-
l...-u- to ghield the ety from the vast world
ving to the enst and north of it. Some of
thewe foo hills reach around juto what are

ping down inlo the

now regidesce portions of the lown, and |

the viow to be bad from any one of these
olevations is piAturesque and lovely beyond
||o'-'u'n‘1'.llill.
before, up to the hour of this writing, be
held auything of the kind so beantiful,
The busiwess wen aud property owners

of Southern Culifornia are both Incky and |
They are lucky in being in a |
| sonntry whose climate in superh, pleasant,

sndubrious, and beantiful, almost bevond
They are

In all my travels | have never |

ahrewd o to take ad of this
fact and m it for mew

The Pacific coast region has & monopoly
of about all the , healthful, reliable,
ull-ﬂu-fm-ron climate to be found in
the United States, and the Californians
know it. They know, also, that the people
of the regions east of the Rocky Mountains
are every year becoming more dissatistied
with the cold and blizzards of winter and
the heat, cyclones, thunderstorms and sud-
den chunges of spring and summer. Henoe
they nre turning their thoughts and faces
toward the Pacific coast as a region where
such objectionable meteorological condi-
tons are nnknown. They are flocking to
this favored region by hundreds and thon-
sands, some intending to remasin only o
portion of the year, and many others with a
Ialn'pow to make investments od establish
wmes for themselves and families, All
theso new comers are heartily welcomed by
residents of the conutry—ospecially by real-
estate agents, Imh-l-krojn-rn. and proprie-
tors of “rooms to let." Thus does the man
who is already established on the ground
profit by fresh arrivals. A constant stream
of immigration keeps business lively, nud
there is little or no complnint of “dull
times” in Californin. Visitors and new
settlers  must  be  cared for; they
want necommodations, they neod
homes, they are linble to  pur-
chause land or town lots; and in a variety of
ways their wants must be eatered to, Hence
the business man or property owner smiles
a sweet, happy, velvet-trimmed siile when-
ever he learns that a new invoice of  stran-
gers hins arrived from the East.—Ralph E.
"Iilyf.

A New Poem by Por,

A correspondent of the New York
Critic recalls general attention to a
poem published some years ago in the
Dispateh, of Kokomo, a little town in
the State of Indiana, The poem is—or
was—in the possession of an inhab-
itant of Kokomo, whose grandfuther
[ kept an inn in Chesterfield, a little vil-
| lage near Richmond, Va. One night a
[ voung man, who showed plainly the
{ marks of dissipation, appeared at the
| door and requested a room, if one conld

be given him. He retired, avd the inn
| people saw no more &t him; for the fol-
lowing morning, when they went to call
him to breakfast, e had disappeared,
leaving only a book, on the tly-leaf of
which was the above poem, “written in
Roman chiaracters, and almost as legi-
ble as print itself.” The manu erit
contains not an erasure or a single in-
terlineated word, and is signed “E. A,
P." The peenlianty of the writing, the
deseription of the young man, and the

as theanthor. The evidence—external
and internal—seems in the opinion of
the correspondent, Mr. Brenner, to
render the authorship more than prob-
able—almost certain.  The poem 1s en-
titled “Leonainie,™ and is as follows:

Foonainie—angels name
Al they took the Tiglt
(M the Innghing st
In a soudle ¢
Awd they mmde b
M duight, sl her e
Mooushine, and they
In o solemn night

I m s nnight of summer
Whe v heart
Blossarinesd
I:l":" R PR
rabodin

of plovinm

P to groot the comer
i blowan |
s that s

\ saeil o

Lying joy that cought and pressed mo
In the arms of dooan !

Only spake the Hitle ]
Tos thies mtagy e
You I, listeniy hrard her whispor:

SOnEA e wlni
Horo biolow that they may grin
Tuls
80 must Lodusinie Inave you
Whille Ler Jove in voung

Then CGiodd mmilod sand It was morning,
Matchless wud sapremoe
Heaven'n glory seenisd silorning
Earth with its estaein ;
Fvery hoart bt tnine
With the volos of praver, anu
vy Leonainde drifted
nore like noddven,

ressml e

spror

onl
0 Vou-

& are told vou to decelve you

d gifted
lifted

Wages and Living In Egypt.
D. N. Richiardson, editor of the
| Davenport Democrat, writes from
| Cairo, Egypt, relative to the pay and
| living of the laboring eclass in that
region. It may be interesting here,
when there is just at this time so much
uneasiness among the laboring elagses :
All the embankments made to hold
the Nile in check, all railroad fills--
and these great works are myriad —are
done with human hands, children and
coolies packiug the dirt in little baskets
on their heads. Horses and carts might
be used, but then what would the low-
class people do to get their 10 to 15
[ cents a day, which goes to buv their
daily bread and dedling shirt? To
clothe these people costs a dollar or
two a Vear, To feed them, say O cents,
perhaps, u day—but that is rather high.
The stufl they eat—some greens, o very
little conrse bread, some sugarcane to
chew, make up the measure of their
daily food.

You think this state of things severe,
but have vou never thought in vour
great land of peace and plenty that the
| time will come when America will ba
over-populated, when wages will full
off, and land get very dear, and people

It 14 in the richest portion of the Los An- | will fare no better than these I'm tell-

ing of? T'o be as densely populated as
this land is, Towa should have 720,000, -
0o of }multln'_ imstead of the 1,750, 0000
that she 1ow has. Figure on that
awhile and you will find no space for
wages bevond what is paid here; noth-
ing but huts to live in and the cheapest,
coarsest sort of food.

Too Much Hard Work.

If anybody doubts that farmers have
to work hard to got ahead, let him look
at the oumber of broken-down, dys-
peptic farmers’ wives, barely turned of
forty, that you see at State and county
fairs. The farmer cannot hide his land

; or his stock—it is inevitably taxed ; and
it is & smart, industiions, sober, ener-
getic farmer that (an make his farm
pay 6 per cent. in New Epgland. Hun-
dreds of sturdy farmers in Vermont
make loss than this off their farms; and
too many of them are tortured to death
by the effort to pay for a farm they
Linve bought, with a mortgage attached.
If it be true that the farming class con-
tributes largely to the insane, it is not

| becnuse they are brooders over the lit-
tle, mean, loeal woes of lifa; it is be-
cause, us i cluss, they work very hard,
both men and women: because they
have to earry more anxieties and tron-
bles, with less time for relaxation, than
the city worker of the same grade of
intelligence. — Popular Science News.

SIScLE-MINDED men always succeed
The wedge, says Carlyle, will rend
rocks, but its edge mnst be sharp and
single: if it be donble, the wedge is
bruised in pieces, and will rend noth-

| ing.

characteristics of the poem point to Poe |

( The Future of Soclety,

It has chanced to the writer to read
recently a number of memoirs, biogra-
phies, and sketches, all intended to
describe “society” in its technical sense
—the upper iety, that is, of great
capitals, the lafge group of more or
less idle persons which in every Euro-
pean country has drawn together round
tha center of aflairs, be it court, par-
linment, or conspicnous person, has
called itself and thought itself “the
world,” has given laws to manners and
greathy influenced morals, and in all
ages has attracted to itself for no
obvious reason an exceptional attention
snd regard. It is not an interesting
study, except for an object, and one is
soon startled to see how little variety
it presents; but it is impossible to read
such accounts without noticing that
“society,” in its limited sense, though
without demonstrable vaigon d'eter, is

ing whether, if indestructible, as time
advances, grows worse or better. The
closer you study European history the
more certain  are you to find
a8 limited wet large circle which
surrounds the center of power,
which claims for itself most of the
enjoyments of life and secures them,
which the millions around regard with
admiration, or envy, oceasionully sav-
age batred, but which itse!lf does little
or nothing to draw to itself that execep-
tional attention. It simply is. and con-
tinues to be, tloating at the top, ap-
parvently without effort, and though

still marked by the presence of its con-
stituents, such as the great families,
which hardly change. 1tisalways frivo-
lons, alwavs attentive to ceremonvy, ad-
ways more or less vicious, and always in
want of fresh supplies of cash, which it
wastes profusely; yvet it does not pass
nway. You find it as powerful round
Charles the Bold, or Philip II., or
Henri Quatre, as around Lonis XV, or
Napoleon LIl ; as marked in the time
of Charles 11, as of Queen Victoria;
and allowing the difference of manners,
slwaysshowing the same characteristics,
All within it are seeking
all are self-willed and in
vet without independence
a body, seek money,

The satirists of to-day who desoribe
Berlin, Vienna, Paris and London, all
notice the money greed of “society,”
the intrusion into it beenuse they bring
money of vulgar Jews, the taint of
jobbing which sticks to some of its real
and most of its factitious eminencies;
but all that is very old. Legaev-hunt-
ing was a trade with the Roman aris-
tocracy: society in the middle ages
hungered for grants of land, heiresses’
appansges, and court pensions; the
grand  society of Lionis XIV.
courted  farmers- general as  the
little society of M, (Girevy
German and Levantine Jews, und con-
tracts were competed for by conrtiers
two hundred years ago, as “conces-
sions” and “early information” are now.
There is no change in objects, and as
to methods there is probably an im-
provement. Crnelty has been struck
out of the hst of ]it!l'llli.'\'biljll! detrac-
tions; sexual vice, if still a motive
power, 18 far less evnically courss; lux-
ury has got itself a varmish of refine-

way lawless,
; and all, as

nine; and idleness, though still dom-
inant, 18 broken by a (uantity of thin
but harmless intellectual interests,
Whatever the change, however, “soci-
etv” has lasted on. It has survived all
political events. It emerged smiling,
interesting, and corrupt from the cata-
olvsm of the French Revolution, which
for one short Lhour did eompletely sub-
merge it; it remains unaflected by the
slow decay of the prestige of birth; and
woe see no sign that it is seriously
thireatened by the progress of demoe-
racy. National poverty, one wounld
think, would weaken it: but it never
was more conspicuons than under the

and it was rampant in Berlin when,
after the French invasion, fortunes
were not, and £100 o vear was a salary
coveted by great persons

Will “society” ever got better? His-
religious revivals have only tonched it
for u moment; misfortunes
sobered it, as witness the history of the
Fremch emigres and nobles, and the

s amusements a little
Ind=ed, if we were to caleulate closely,
a probability would become visible that
“society” might grow a little worse, It
attracts wealth more than ever. It
grows more skeptical than it did. It is

to which it 18 exposed, its members
feeling that if they are to enjoy at all
they must disregard opinion, and it is
deriving from the progress of demoe-
racy o new and evil strength,—Tle
Spectator,

The Influence of Fietion,

In the Contemporary we have one
of those interesting glimpses into the
secrets of their art which novelists oc-
eusionally vonchsafe to the publie.
Miss Vernon
logue on Novels,” in which four per-
sons, one of whom 1s an kEnglish and
another a French writer of ! ction, dis-
enss novels and novelists generally as
they wander over the moorlands near
the home of the Drontes, Omne of the
party gives the following view of the
intluence of the novelist’s art u: on hn-
manity : “When we think of the differ-
enve in what I must eall seenlar, as
distinguishied from religious, inner life,
between ourselves and onr ancestors of
two or three centuries ago—the ques-
tion must come to ns:  Whenee this
difference? Social ditforence, due to
lmhtivld and economieal ones, will ex-
puin a great deal; but they will not ex-
plain all. Much s a guestion of mere
development. Nothiug external has
altercd; only time has passed. Now,
what has developed in us such o num-
ber and wvariety of moral notes which
did not exist in the gamnut of our
fathers? What has enabled us to fol-
low consonances and dissousnces for
which their moral
coarse? Dovelopment?  Doubtless;
just as development has enabled us to
execute—nay, to hear—music which

of the men of former days,
is developed? A mere word, a mere
shibboleth, unless we attach to it the
conpeption of n successiun of acts which
have constituted or produced the
change. Now, what, in o (ase such as

rapidly fluctuating im its components, |

distraction; |

courts |

ment from art, which is sometimes gen- |

Directory, when nobody Lad snything; |

tory does not suggest hope, for even |

have never |
|

progress of intelligence has made but |
more varied. |

becoming cynical under the microscope |

. i
ear was still too |

would have eseaped the comprehension |
But what |

this, is that succession of acts? We
'han little by little hecome conscious
| of new harmonies and dissonunces, have
| felt new feelings. But whence came
| those new harmonions and dissonxsces,
: those new feelings? Outof their pred-
| acessors; the power of to-day’s percep-
| tion arising out of the fact of yester-
day's. But what are such perceptions?
| and would mere real life suflice to give
[them? I doubtit. In real life there
would be mere dumb, inarticulate, un-
| consecions feeling—at least, for the im-
mense majority of humanity—if certam
specially gifted individuals did not pick
out, isolate, those feelings of real life,
| and show them to us in an ideal condi-
tion where they have a merely intellec-
tnal value, where we could assimilate
| them into our conscions ideas. This is
' done by the moralist, by the preacher,
by the poet, by the dramat’st—people
who have taught mankind to see the

apparently indestructible, or wonder-{broad channels along which its feelings

| move, who have dug those channels,
' But in all those things, those finer de-
tails of feeling which separate us from
| the people of the time of Elizabeth—
nay, from the people of the time of
| Fielding—who Lu\'a been those that
have discovered, made familiar, placed
within the reach of the immense major-
ity subtleties of feeling barely known
| to the minority some hundred years
before? 'The novelists, I think. They
have, by playing upon our emotions,
| immensely inereased the sensitiveness,
the richness, of this living key-board;
even as a singing master, by playing
on his pupil’s throat, increases the
number of the musical intervals which
he can intone.”—Literary World.

The Late John B. Gough.

In a sketeh of John B. Gough, who
died as he had lived npon the platform,
and who was to the last one of the
most popular of public speakers, and,
after I'ather Mathew, the most famous
apostle of temperance, it was stated
that although a very generous man, he
declined to lecture tor the benefit of

| enterprises and societies of all kinds,
l which constantly applied to him. It is
to be hoped that nobody regrets his
refusal or thinks him to have been less
| generous beeanse of the refusal, There
IS 0o more cominon or more unpardon-
able form of mendicancy than that
[ which asks this kind of alms.
| Gough
from his public leetures, and of this
| money he was not avaricions, ¢On the
| contrary, he gave lLiberally, and often,
| doubtless, to the very objects for the
| benetit of which he was vain Iy asked to
{lecture. A man practices his profes-
| sion or pursues his business ior his
| livelibood and the sapport of his fami-
{ lv, and he determines for himself the
amonnt and direction of his gifts and
charities,

| an actor to act, or a painter to paint a
picture, or a lecturer to give a lecture,
for its benetit, upon the score of chari-
ty. Oune of the hard working guild of
lecturers some years ago replied to a
solicitation of this kind by asking the
{ ehairman of the committee what busi-
ness he Lmr.«u«-.[. “I am a dealer in
| jewelry,” was the reply. “Well, Mr.
Chairman,” sa'd the leeturer, “I am
very much interested in a little society
| like yours in my own town; now let us
| be fair: I w.ll give you the profits of
[ iy business for one evening for your
soctety, if you will give me those of
{ your business for one day for the bene-
rit of my society.”

The good chairman stared and smiled
The lecturer continned: “Hwsve you
applied to our friend Mr, Sheepskin,
the attorney ?” “No; what for?” asked

| the chairman. “Why, to aid your so-
cety by contributing a day’s fees?"
The chairman smiled and looked puz-
zled, “What I mean,” said the lect-
urer, “is simply that there is no more
reason why you should ask me to give
vou the entire profit of my business for
a certain time than to ask anybody else
to do the same thing, The fact that |
am a lecturer is not a reason that you
| should make the application to me
rather than to n lnwver, or a merchant,
or an artist. 1'o you ask Mr, Booth to
bestow his receipts for next Saturday
upon your society becanse your society
is poor and wants money to buy car-
pets and cushions? 1o you ask the
proprietor of the Herald or Times to
drop into yonr treasury all the money
that they may receive for advertise-
ments and sales on the first day of
June? Do yon ask Mr. Choate to hand
vou over s professional income, as
nearly as he ean compute it, for Mon-
day, the 22d? To ask me for money is
one thing; but to ask for a blank check
| with my signature is guite another.”
The lecturer smiled as beuignantly as
the ehairman, but did not look in the
least degree punzzled, “Oh!™ said the
chairman, *Precisely,” returned the
| leeturer.—fGicorge William Curtis, in
| Harper's Magazine,

Justifiable Homieide,
A woman had been brought

|
[

into

son her hushand.
The Magistrate—"Have you anything
| to offer in your defense ?”

She (in a hesitating voice —" Y-e-s, |
My friends were all the

vour honor.
time telling me how well 1 looked in
black.”—Tid-Bits.

| Ir we are content to do or avoid cer-
| tain things merely beenuse we are com-
{ pelled to do so; if we secretly wish
| that the constraint were removel so
that we could bound back into opposite
courses; if onr hearts refuse their alle-
| giance to what our hands seem foreed
| to do—then we may be sure we are not
| preparing for the law of liberty which
| awaits all who are able to value it,
Good laws and intelligent obedience
{ are the porch and eutrance throngh
| which we
larger and freer courts of liberty,
where a beautiful, loving lowalty will
| hold ns closer to the right and the good
than all penalties, or terrors, or re-
| straints,

Hawgs in old times were usually
trained by being kept from sleep, it
| having been customary for the falconers
| to sit up by turns and wateh the hawk
and keep it from sleepiog, sometimes
| for three successive nights,

BE even more affable to the poor than
| to the rich; turtle soup 18 sweeter in
| the mouth of the poor clerk than in
| that of the surfeited alderman,

Mr. |
received a very large income |

That is what the charitable society |
| forgets which asks a singer to sing, or |

| ent

_ 1e. | court, charged with attempting to poi-
Lee contrilmtes “A Dia- | |

must pass to dwell in the |

T'rLL moon—the honeymoon.
A vxast ol freezin'—ice cream,

Avr played out —open-air concerts.

It is the “duck of & bonnet” that
makes a young girl's head swim.

“1 was down once myself,” remarked
o feather in a lady's bonnet, when it
saw her take an emphatic seat on a
banana peel.

It costs twenty-eight dollars a week
to feed o circus tiger. At that rate
what would the monthly board of a
catamount to?

Speaking of drinking, it may be ob-
served that the man who “can take it
or leave it alone” generally takes it, —
Boston Courier,

“Is THAT sailor intoxicated 7" “Well,
I wonldn't swear to it, but he looks as
if he had just doubled Cape Horn."—
Boston DBudgel,

A MINITSER may, occasionally be ear-
ried away with the inspiration of his
theme, but he generally gets back in
time to take up the collection.—Fall
Hver ddvance.

Ank we losing onr teeth " asks a St.
Louis editor, You might get Congross
to send an exploring party into your
mouth snd find out and not burden
vour paper with th'ngs of no interest
to vour readers,—Exstelline Bell.

“Come, old fellow, don't take your
losses 80 much to heart,” said one Wall
street broker to another who had just
lost heavily; “come, bear up!™ "I
will!" replied the other with determina-
tion ; “never again will you find me on
the bull side.”

“Moraenr,” said a little girl to her
parent, who takes a great interestin
charitable institutions, “I wish I were
an orphan.” “Why so, my dear?”
“Because I shonld see more of vou, for
you are all the time going to the or-
phan asvlum,*—Boston Journal,

“WHa1's the matter with that man *”
“Who, that lean, gaunt fellow?”

“Yes." “Alas, he is doomed. Two

| weeks ago he was the fattest man in

“What cansed him to lose all
“He served as a Judge at

town."”
his tlesh ¥

| u baby show."—Arkansaw Traveler.

“Aug you an advocate of home rule
for Ireland, Mr, Henpeck? *“Indeed
Iam, and if my vote would insure it
Ireland wonld have a monopoly of
it.” *“How do you mean, sir?” “Why,
I mean that as fur as 1 am con-
cerned Ireland is so entirely wel-
come to home rule that I would ship
her at once, if 1 could, the sampleof it

[ that my wife has introduced and main-

tained in my Lhousehold, and the sooner
it was shipped the better."—Yonkers
Gazetle,

Tuene is a man residing in Rondout
who is very particular abont the daily
observance of family worship. His
wife is a thoroughly good woman, but
her religion is of a practical nature.
She thinks there is a time for every-
thing—family worship included —but
that time, to her way of thinking, is
not when a savory breakfast is all ready
to be placed on the table. ©One morn-
ing when ber husband's prayer was
longer drawn out than usual, a sus-
picions smell of overdone bisenit was
wafted slowly but surely toward her
olfactory organs, She wriggled and
twisted and thourht of her biscuits,
and at last, when the hnsband started
off afresh on a new track, to which
there seemed no end, she startled the
good man by saving: “Lord! John,
it short, I've bread in the oven "
—Kingston Freeman,

DID HE EVER TALK TO A BOSTON GIRL?

He had studied every lexicon from anclent Medes
to Mexionn,
Knew Assyrinn, Snnsorit, Greek !
Kuoew the shape of sword aud sandal of the
Vikigoth nnd Vandal,
Aud the old Etruscan features and physique,
He could write a soug or sermon in old Celt or
Anclent Germun,
And sing Italisn songs and roundelays,
Desoribe Tiglath-Plloger, the herbivorous Neb's
clindnezzer,
And nll the kings and gqueena of olden dnya
Heo kuew Ninrsd, Noah, Cyrus, and the mon-
nrchis of Epirus, -
And gove schiolarly deseriptions of their deeds ;
He could lond an added spiendor to the ancient
witoh of Emlor,
And  deseribe the
Swedes
But when he turned to Ruasaian, he resled with
the concussion
Of n word thut parclied and paralvzed and
atuny
For Ivan - Admmowsi - Shanki - Banoff - Peter-
miunnku-
Completely tied and tangled up his tongue
Lymn U nion

onarly wonarchs of the

They Sympathized with E;It“l_ Other,

The small boy had just taken a trip
across his mother's lap, and as he
came out of the house he gave indica-
tions that the passage had been a stormy
one,

“Hello, Tommie,” said his father,
meeting him at the door, “What's the
matter ?”

“Mother.” he replied, sententiously.

“So?” queried the father, who seemed
to understand the case.

“Yep; trying to get blood out of a
ltnrn up, I guess; feels that way, any-
1w, "

The father shook hands sympathet-
ically with his son and heir and then
posted.— Washington Critic.

The Life of the Party.

Erown had lost his wife and was mak-
ing out a list of those who were to be
especially invited to the funeral cere-
monies,

An intimate friend looked over his
nlna'l]nlc‘l‘.

“You surely are not going to forget
Jones #”

“Jones?"

“Why, certainly. We couldn't get
along without him. He'll be the very
life and soul of the party.”— Tid-Bits,

The Decollete in Days of 0ld,
All the papers at the present are
talking about the decollete dress. The
fact is the square-neck toilet of to-day

| is nothing compared with former fash-

ions. The corsage since 1200 A. D,
has been periodieally rising and fall-
ing. In the fifteenth century Agnes
Sorel is said to have worn costly gowna
with trains one-third longer than any
srincess in the kingdom,and her “bosom
lmre to the waist,” It was the eustom
“whon Madison was President” for the
belles to dress with similar freedom. —
Memphis Times,

SMALL sevivee is true service while
ot lasts. Of friends, however humble,
scorn not one,




